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Author's Notes: 
I\ve written VERY little crossover during my entire slash career, but | like to think this is one of the better 


ones. 


The two bands had been brought into town by the same promoter to play their respective concerts on two 
consecutive nights - Once in a Lifetimell Two Nights of Maximum RocknRollll Extreme € Skid Row - The Hottest 
New Bands in the Country! - and fate's (or managers’) hands had thrown them into the same hotel, so the 
inevitable outcome was that the night before Skid Row would kick off the "maximum rock'n'roll’, the promoter 
booked the hotel's penthouse suite and threw a party. Plenty of booze, even more ass-kissers and most of all 


young, brazenly self-confident musicians picking on each other. 


Shortly after midnight, at the point where everyone had either passed out (Snake and most of the entourage), 
left with their squeeze of the night (Gary, Rachel and a few roadies) or was just bored out of their heads 
(everyone else), Scotti suddenly suggested a game. "A game that | dare you to play after I've explained the 
rules", he said, grinning loopily - and of course refused to say anything about the rules, except that the game 


involved close physical contact, before about a dozen agreed to take a leap into darkness. Each player was 
assigned a number and seated accordingly - 2 between | and 3, and so on - and then Scotti, himself number 
five, produced a worn-looking ace of spades from his pocket. "Idea is to give this card to the person on your 
right, using only your lips. Lips, not teeth. Basically kiss the other but just the card in between" Showing what 
he meant, he puckered his mouth and stuck the card on it. It held there as if glued until he dropped it. "Then, 
the catch... if, say, number seven tries to move the card on to number eight, but drops it.. seven owes eight a 
kiss on the cheek. If the same happens on the next round, it's kiss on the lips. And if they really suck and fail a 
third time... lips and tongue." Scotti flashed a smirk. "I don't know what happens after the fourth drop. Usually 
at that point people call it quits." 


Several people in the circle groaned. Nuno and Sebastian, who had got numbers 1 and 8 respectively, glanced at 


each other, eyes widening. 
Scotti snorted and clapped his hands. "Sounds like everybody got the hang of it. Let the games begin!" 


During the first round hardly a second went by without someone groaning, picking up the card from the floor, 
and pecking the adjacent person on the cheek with a suitably theatrical grimace, each time drawing a cheer 
from the audience scattered around the players. Nuno followed the rigamarole with amusement, not putting on 


much of a show when he in turn had to kiss Sebastian. It was just part of the game. Obviously. 

And because of this it intrigued him greatly to feel the blond shiver as his lips touched the fair skin - and to 
realise he actually might want to touch that skin some more. Hell, cmon, its just a game. Like those speed- 
dating parties, does anyone really think they're going to find their future there? 

Right? 


As Sebastian passed on the card - not dropping it - Nuno caught Pat smirking in the audience and raised an 
eyebrow at the bassist. Just a game. 


The second round started with expected drama as Rob dropped the card again and screamed out loud. "Im not 
kissing fhafl" he exclaimed, staring in horror at the person on his right - his very own drum tech - who was 


grinning apologetically. 


"Let's behave like grown-ups do, Rob dear", Scotti said serenely, his mouth twitching. "Rules are rules. Just try 


to hold the card on the next round." 

The disgust on Rob's face wouldn't budge, but he pursed his lips and leaned to touch them hastily on the 
other's, earning again a round of applause and chuckles. Everyone was noticeably more careful with the card as 
the game continued, and it passed on without being dropped - until Nuno did just that. "Shit." 


Scotti grinned. "You wanna throw a tantrum as well?" 


"Hell no." Nuno smiled sweetly and turned to Sebastian, touching his jaw lightly before pressing their lips 


together - with the slightest swipe of tongue, only just enough for the other to feel it. The cheers and 
laughter fell on deaf ears - Sebastian's tiny sigh into his mouth as they parted was all he heard. 


On the third round he was the first person to drop the card, still completely by accident, and the look in 
Sebastian's eyes, while everyone around roared with laughter and clapped before they had even touched each 


other, dissolved the last of his doubts. 


Sebastian's hand was on the back of his neck and their lips meshed firmly together before he even realised 
the other had moved - and, perhaps more notably, before anyone had hinted with a single word at the rules. 
Well, Nuno thought hazily, not even trying to gain dominance over Sebastian's tongue snaking into his mouth, 


were.. obeying them, aren't we? 
And holy shit, this guy can kiss. 


After what felt like an eternity they finally separated, faces flushed, both averting their eyes quickly from the 
other. The silence was deafening - when had the audience stopped cheering? - until Scotti announced, a little 
shakily, "Ladies and gentlemen.. thats how this game works’, eliciting again applause and laughter. Nuno flashed 
a sideways grin to nobody in particular and pulled his knees up to his chest, trying to disguise how aroused he 


really was. 


A few more people messed up with the card after this interlude, but since their punishments were still limited 
to pecks on lips, nobody really paid attention Every pair of eyes was fixed on Nuno as he received the card 
for the fourth time from the roadie on his right.. and for the fourth time he dropped it. There was a 
collective gasp before the hysteria that broke out almost blew off the roof. Scotti scratched his head, his 


face a picture of incredulity. "Um.. | must confess | really don't know - " 


He was spared from the awkwardity by Rob, who fell down on his back, body shaking with laughter. "All right!" 


the drummer shouted. "You two can go on however you like but I'm not watching it!" 


"What? Refusing free live porn?" Scotti feigned astonishment, but his wide grin somewhat ruined the 


impression. "Shows how well | know you." 

Rob jolted right up and snapped something back, which went unheard for Nuno - his attention was fixed on 
Sebastian, who, his bandmates having stolen the spotlight, rose quietly and made his way to the drinks table 
for one last shot of whiskey before slipping out of the door. 


Nuno marveled how nobody appeared to hear how hard he swallowed at the glance the blond cast him just 


before leaving. 
Act on if, you idiot. 


His legs felt like jelly as he stood up, and probably not least because every single drop of blood in his body 


seemed to be packed in his groin, but somehow he still made it to the door - without anyone even shouting 


after him. In fact, nobody appeared to take any notice his departure. 
Or then Sebastian and he had been so obvious that the rest were just grinning to themselves inside. 


Either way, Nuno didn't care. His only concern now was he had no idea where Sebastian's room was. Again he 
had to wonder whether fate had a hand in this game - the six elevators at the end of the hallway were all 
firmly lodged on first floor, which wasn't surprising, given the time - save for one. The surroundings faded 
from his view as he followed the numbers flashing above the metal doors. B.. 1.. b.. 5.. and there they stilled. 


Nuno blinked, as if awoken from a dream, and nearly ran to punch the button 


As he entered the elevator, all his doubts about fate or some shit's involvement in this bizarre affair 
dissolved. The elevator was the same that had only seconds before travelled down to the fifth floor, and on 


the mirror covering the back wall it stood, written in black eyeliner, completely unmissable: 527 
Nuno had a hard time trying not to run when the doors opened to the dimly lit fifth floor lobby. 


"Wow, that was quick." It all seemed so wrong; he had found the room too fast, nothing had hindered him on 
the way there, Sebastian's voice was too flirtatious, the bed looked too tempting, he was too fucking horny, 


"Well, y'know, the party was over up there.” He couldn't lose his grip now. Nothing was set in stone, he didn't 


even know if the other really was serious. 


"Or you just wanted to get on with the game... in private." At which point had they ended up this close to each 
other? "So..?" 


"The.. the rules don't say.. anything.. the fourth time.." Words escaped him as the distance between them 
grew shorter. And shorter. Sebastian's scent filled his head - aftershave, hairspray, whiskey, a whiff of 
sweat... and the arousal, impossible to miss. Ohmyholyfuckinggoddamrshit. 


"Guess we'll just have to make up our own" 


Nuno was certain his legs would give out the instant their lips met.. but he didn't. Instead, as Sebastian pushed 
him against the wall, trying to gain the upper hand, he surprised himself by shoving one hand into the blond's 
back pocket, the other winding into his hair, and deepening the kiss so that their teeth almost clashed while 
confidently flipping their positions. 


God his ass feels even better than it looks like. 


Sebastian ran out of breath first and pulled back, panting, eyes closed, obviously having difficulty in putting 
words together. "That... the fourth stage?" 


"No. Hardly third and a half" Without another word Nuno spun him around and pushed him violently further 
into the room - closer to the bed - before grabbing him by the back of his neck, ignoring his own slight 


height disadvantage, to crash their mouths together again. Sebastian moaned, hands clamping firmly on Nuno's 
ass, and Nuno's immediate thought was, What a slut. 


Not that he had anything against it, though. 

Four needy hands clawing shirts off, with some difficulty as fingers simultaneously tried to touch every last 
bit of exposed skin, they toppled onto the bed, Nuno kicking his boots off somewhere along the way - Sebastian 
was barefoot. He fucking had all of this planned out. 

Not that he had anything against that either, though. 

As Sebastian's fingers skimmed along the waistband of his jeans to land on his belt buckle, he finally managed 
to clear a tiny corner of the hazy mess that was his head, and broke away, trying to catch his breath. 
Rushing was the easiest way to ruin everything. "Oh... God...” 

"You had something to say?" Sebastian grinned, trying to pull him back into the kiss. 

"Wait." Nuno lifted a finger to the other's lips, flashing the smile that had stilled every one of his previous 
conquests. Sebastian was no exception, although Nuno wasn't sure who precisely had conquered whom. "You... 
done this before?" 

"IF you're asking if l'm a virgin - * 

"No. With a man" Nuno bit back his grin when Sebastian's eyes widened. He could have guessed. 

"No. Or, uh, well, Rachel kinda.. gave me a.. handjob once but.. we were drunk and stuff and.." 

".and a handjob doesn't count. How old are you, even?" 

Sebastian's brow furrowed immediately. "The fuck's kinda question is that?" 

"The kind where | ask how old you are." Nuno raised an eyebrow. Now that he looked at the singer, his face 
flushed, hair splayed all over the pillows, he didn't seem a day older than IT. Somebody's gonna pay for this if 
he's still jailbatt.. 


“Twenty-two. You?" 


Nuno refused to acknowledge the relieved flutter in his stomach. "Twenty-four. You know, | just don't want any 


surprises that could land me in prison" 
"What..2" A mischievous grin spread on Sebastian's face as realization dawned on him. "| look that good?" 


"Don't flatter yourself" Nuno kissed him again hungrily to silence any possible protests, hand finding its way 


quickly into his jeans. Only as Sebastian's breath hitched, his back arching as he gripped him firmly, did he fully 


realize what he was doing. Fuck - / screw this up and my career may be over. 
Better not screw this up, then. 


Shifting to a rather less aggressive approach - but not moving his hand anywhere from Sebastian's 


underpants - Nuno nipped at the younger man's earlobe. "You want it?" 


"Whatthfuck does it look like?" Sebastian's breath was coming in short gasps, his hips responding to every 
minute move of Nuno's fingers. Nuno knew he could have done anything to him right now... but despite this, or 


even because of this, he wanted to play it safe. 
He also got off on teasing people harder than on almost anything else. 


"Looks like you want it bad." He kept his voice down to a husky whisper, hips grinding involuntarily against the 
other's thigh. Fuck, he wanted it himself. Real bad. 


"Don't - flatter yourself - unh - " The attempted impression of indifference was heavily undermined by 
Sebastian's face contorting with a barely suppressed moan as Nuno squeezed him a litle tighter, and the 
guitarist finally knew this was leading precisely where he wanted it to lead 


"| don't have to." With that he bit, licked and kissed his way down Sebastian's chest before sucking him into his 
mouth. A loud grunt escaped the blond, fingers tangling in Nuno's hair so hard it almost hurt, and he paused, 
glancing upwards with a slight smirk. "Don't pull" 


"S-sorr - ahh - " The word dissolved into a whimper as he dove back in again, trying his best tongue tricks, 
fingers flying everywhere, searching for another strangled whine from that pretty mouth - showing off, 
almost. Sebastian didn't seem to have complaints about that, though - instead he came with a final loud "Fuck" 
in under two minutes, barely getting back to the here and now before Nuno's tongue was in his mouth again, 
giving him a taste of what was left of his load. "H-holy.. shit” 

"| take that as a compliment.” Nuno grinned. "| just hope - " 

" - that that wasn't all?" 

"Mhm." 


A shiver ran down Nuno's back as a sly smile crept on Sebastian's face. "You bet your fine ass it wasn't" 


RR 


The shrill ringing of the phone pierced Nuno's ear drum and turned into a cannon blasting at the inside of his 


skull. Wrestling his eyes open, he could vaguely make out numbers on the alarm clock display... |, |, 3 and T. Shit 


And still the phone continued to slice his head. "Fuck you", he groaned into the receiver after somehow 


managing to bring it to his ear. 

On the other end, Pat laughed. "Yes, please." 

"Oh, and fuck you too." Nuno rolled over on his back, free hand almost smacking the still-sleeping Sebastian 
upside the head. He wasn't exactly hungover... but his entire body aching like he'd run an extempore marathon 
wasn't so far from that. 

"So did you have fun?" The smirk was audible in the bassist's voice. 

"If you only knew." Memories from previous night started surfacing in Nuno's slowly clearing head. Clawing 
fingers. Hissed curses. Hair damp - no, wet - with sweat clinging to skin Hands clamped on mouths to not risk 
waking the neighbors. Tongues battling for dominance. 

Pat didn't necessarily need to know all the details. 


"Gary was already looking for you an hour ago. Said | didn't know where you were, but... 


".. course you did" Nuno rubbed his forehead and winced; the slightest exertion felt like someone was sawing 
his arm off. 


Laughter again "Yeeeah, what with the game last night | kind of thought you two might hook up." 
"Where the hell did you get this room number, then?" 


"Well, | thought I'd ask the Skid guys but someone had kindly enough scribbled it on the mirror in one of the 


elevators." 


Pat's voice was so know-it-all that Nuno swore he would pay for it later. "Right. So did you call just to pick on 
me for the fact that | seized a great, er, opportunity or did you actually have something to say?" 


"Mostly to wake you up. | figured you probably ran late." Pat paused, and Nuno was just about to quip 
something very nasty in reply, but then the other went on, in a quieter and somewhat conspiratorial voice, 
"And also to ask if.. you know. If he might join us sometime. He's not that bad-looking." 

The mere thought jolted Nuno fully awake. Two hot blonds at his disposal? 


"Yeah. He might." 


